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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE SATIRES 

* I have certain thoughts: — asking no man's 
placety subject to no man's vetOy I purpose to 
write; having written, purpose to publish; pub- 
lishing, ask not any man to read, or reading 
believe; or disbelieving, to run the risk of burst- 
ing through obmutescence and over-distention 
with disdainful choler. Having delivered my- 
self, then, of that which comes not more from 
my will than from my intelligence — a faculty 
not of my making, but, thank Godl all in my 
own keeping, and not hired out — I boldly put 
forth this fasiculus of censorious leaves, — if not 
wholly despising applause, yet at least defying 
obloquy. Ignorance reads, asininity judges for 
the multitude, detraction lacks not paragraphers: 
What of it ? By all alike the banks of Lethe are 
soon reached. 

133 1 North Seventh Street ^ 
Saint Louis, January 17, 1907. 
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BONA PERITURA 



BONA PERITURA*— A SATIRE 

I 

When, every muse seduced, a partial age 
Vaunts itself perfect in its putid page; 
When hirelings bawd for prostituted print, 
Authors yclept , prolific without stint; 
When critic swarms the venal mart control, 5 
Vermin obsequious to the bibliopole; 
When men exalted, of superior mind. 
In rabblef tastes must inspiration find, 
Or, these contemned, in proud obscurity 
Live with their ideals, with their ideals die — 10 
How then, ye gods! can satire hold its tongue, 
Nor lash these evils, all too long unsung? 
Momus is censor, Momus but a man, 
Harsh and not faultless, blame him if you can: 
That ills exist, his bitt'rest foes must own — 15 
Thrice recreant he, to leave those ills alone! 
What though ten thousand seek to bawl him 

dumb? 
Myriad's no reason, reason not a sum; 

*B4ma /'rrf/tffw.— Perishable fOodt-4iere meaning thoae of print. 

t RaibU'-'Ltt me not be too greatly raisundet stood when I speak dis- 
paragingly of rabble, herd, many. etc. These terms to me mean all who 
in uEairs of indiridoal life — and what does that not include? — lack in 
dividualism of view, thought, will, action: — in short, all specimens of 
relleity taken as they act, #» mmMs§ — whether cultured or not, rich or 
poor, m broadclodi or jeans, in good repute or bad. The crapulous, can- 
ting>Af70 tUmism of the day is disgusting; but no thinking man can fail 
to cherish a decent regazd for the great cunabular common stock. 
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What though ten thousand pay him back in 

kind? 
An honest man speaks still his honest 
mind. — 20 

Intrepid then, to lop the spreading vice. 
So truth applaud, be mine the sacrifice: 
/Untaught to please, FU pen the cens'ring line, 
>Nor wince if censure repercuss to mine. 
Lay on and welcome — all ye scribbling crew! 25 
Goths of the press I that blight the world anew. 
Oblivion's hosts! that daily spew and spit, — 
More dang'rous in your ignorance than your wit. 

II 

(Print! print! print! The evil things of print! 
Prodigious theme! I tremble to begin't. 30 
/rresenility in th' hutnorous pages, 
/ Increasing still, proves idiocy contagious,-* 
1 Rashly I strike — 'tis sure the biggest crown, — 
S Humor! thou'rt now the d — dest fad in town. 
No scion thou of fancy, wit or sense, 35 

But now compounded* all of flatulence: 
Of grub-stage thoughts and maggots of the brain 
Are zanies born — things voluble and vain. 
Those precious darlings of hodiernal^times. 
Jesters and fools once called in other climes. 40 
Blue-bottle flies that spawn on putrid meat, 
To these compared, are nice, esthetic, neat, — 
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Nothing too sacred for their ribald line. 
Their ordure flecks things human and divine. 
Hard words obscene! but sure for hum'rists 
meant, — 45 

Since half their jokes disclose but that intent. 
New-mustered schoolboys, scrawling on their 

slates, 
Excel the stuff which young and old elates, — 
That banal stuff which more insistent grows. 
With each courantolf thrust beneath your 
nose. 50 

No saving grace of wit or novelty 
Decks these, our intellectual minimi, — 
They cut their capers like the common clown. 
And loudest laugh to see the joke go down. 
But zoundsl if scourged for half their point- 
less jests, 55 
The world were soon rid of the ringent pests. 

III 

Arts from the Greek had birth, and flourish 

yet 
By Greek examples and the rules they set. 
Trite couplet, this — But iteration brings 
To common minds the emphasis of things. 60 
In Greece, then. Letters, Painting, Sculpture 

rose. 
And muses nine inspired esthetic throes: 

t CMMra«/tf— Newtpaper. 
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We moderns in mechanurgy excel, 
And crafts whereof Greek hist ry doth not tell, — 
In engines great and small, in war and peace, 65 
'^halybean genii swink without surcease; 
Subjected matter owns its master. Mind, 
And nature's forces seem to man consigned. 
But Polyphemus with his giant strength, 
Blind in his cave, portends the age at length : 70 
Fusty and dense, the body rules the soul. 
The senses that — and these our lives control. 
Imagination feels no kindling ray. 
But thick'ning films shut out receding day, — 
No kindling ray it feels, for bards, obscured 75 
By fiction's skein,'*' scarce pipe a lay endured : 
Cecutientf times Pierian draughts eschew. 
Though wiser ages found this maxim true,— 
Thought's inward lamp on Poesy depends. 
And with its raptures all aspiring blends. 80 
Go I ask the youth who mantles like the morn, 
With hopes aglow ere sordid thoughts are born, 
''What g$n'rous influence animates thy breast ?" 
Some muse, be sure, will straightway be con- 
fessed. 

IV 

In every nation civilized and free, 85 

Books show the times, as apples prove the tree: 

* SMn (>) A flight or company; said of c«ttaia wild fowl, as geese or 
docks. — CtfU. Did. 

t Cr^tf/ilnv/.— Becoming blind, orhaTing a tendency to blindness. 
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My age! my country! liberal, rich and blind, 
Where are your books of the immortal kind ? 
More thousands read, more hundreds scribble 

now. 
Than e'en Queen Anne's age could in scores 

avow — 90 

Gods! Dullness! Prodigies! can this be so, ii 
With not one Pope, one Addison to show ? /| 

Of polished wits in verse and prose the chief, 
These art supplied, not genuis' mighty sheaf, — 
But secondary in the English heaven, 95 

Like day-stars such would rise to us now given! 
Reform's the word — then pass that word along! 
Ye writers! cure yourselves, then mend the 

throng. 
Not quite a Goth, and yet scarce half a Greek, 
The modern's instincts barb'rous standards 

seek; 100 

And prone to fade, decline and wear away, 
His ideals perish when no more they pay. 
Ah, wretched authors! well ye prove that text — 
Bold lice! by whom men better far are vexed. 
There's not a crew that bows to MammonV 

down, iy5 

On which tradition can more justly frown; «y 
There's not a servitude to public breath 
More vile than yours, more abject unto death; 
There's not an art pursued on God's green earth 
That shows of manly merit equal dearth! no 
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Sink, Letters, sink I With boastful progress flown, 
For thee the age finds depths before unknown. 



( m^ Tis sure a privilege masculine — and human — 

Q'^Kf To wax tem iginniis o'er a pretty woman: 

t . r 4 w ' * '^^ ^"* ^^y* y^ prosers of the common sort! 115 
"^' ' " Deserves th' incident your prolix report ? 

Still sum and substance of the novel's plot — 
Ye nasty, weak, insipid, paltry lot! — 
(i^'lvA.'A^ Suggestiveness, the mind's vespertine light, 

* But half reveals, half veils th' unchaste sight: 120 
yEager and titillant, morbidly esurient, 
VMost novels leave the coldest reader prurient. 
On blunt plain-dealing distaste soon attends, 
And candid coarseness with its period ends; 
But ye that court the petticoated train, 125 

Viscous and lewd, with tales of am'rous pain, 
Ye durst not speak, like honest men, in words 
That leave no doubt of what with that accords — 
[o! Paphian glows laid out in chiaroscuro 
!ake better sales in tawdry duodecimo: — 130 
And woman loves the coward who betrays 
With subtle art, and in dissembling phrase; 
Who gently leads her on, and never rude. 
Enjoying all, still chides her as a prude. 
Hard words, messieurs? — Perhaps! but 'tis my 
thought ^^^ 135 
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That half your novels for bordels are wrought: 
They show nor knowledge, nature, art nor 

sense. 
And mar colloquial language, — ^yet intense 
The interest roused! — But in a better way 
Perhaps Til hear the thing explained some 

day. 140 

VI 

Erotic novels leave we then, my muse, 
Those bona-robas of the mental stews! 

ft * 

Females scarce nubile, little wont to think, ^^'^-^ ^\c>^*<%^ **- 

Abort some others into printer's ink. 

Light as the spume that mantles on weak%^ 

beer I45 | 

Are woman's thoughts — and still as froth appear,^ 
Compared to masculine intellect at its best: 
But fiction's fiction — with no sex confessed, 
A pool hermaphroditic that transforms 
£utuga;ousj>rime and feminine; disarms 150 
Fecundous nature, impotent in neuters. 
In fiction's field, then, valorous disputers. 

She-hosts abound — femmes covert yyi^^^^l^ir^ny VJ\(\.c .^ ^ *^ 
All whom the bibliopolist can urge in; 
All who are plastic, and betimes content 155 
To truck to public taste and sentiment, — 
Which public taste and sentiment, like as not. 
Means divers thousands share one ragged 

thought. 
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Or share one lust obscene, by consuetude 
Grown second nature to a multitude. i6o 

Thus novels, blown like bubbles, rise in air, 
And like them break — to go, the deuce knows 

where! 
Meaning penumbrous, half descried, unclear — 
If ever meaning lurks the novel near — 
What raison d'etre have these things ? — They 

sell I 165 

And that with their producers weighs full well: 
Q H > I, .^« f*\V Hence still they eeld, and prune, and blanch, and 
^ ^^" taper, — — 

And what's the ware they sell you ? — Ma'am, the 

paper. 



#v^ 



VII 



V*^ ^ ^,.^'*They dote on problems, these same tale-phi- 

, K:^ " losophers, — 

^ ' And Miss Omniscience generally perfers 170 

To spin psychology when fancy fails: — 
^ "^IC*-' CVi.^^^^^^^ Her specialty is ^cl^iid&iQg^males, 
Q And from her fund of seminary dreams 

1 -U K .^ V ^- , . Chlorotic id ealism takes its themes. 

^^n metaphysic thinness, wan and moral, 175 
.j>\^ . i ,,.^., ^,\l t\ Her heroes scio m<^9l^ic rise and fall; — 

^ feut strange adventures, lives, careers, miscar- 
riages. 
End still, as formerly, in stranger marriages. 
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Dan Fielding deemed the novel truly epic, 

Or wrote in irony, — as meat to peptic 180 

Juices subjected, somewhat near dejection. 

Such is our novel, viewed in that connection. 

As to those worthies who extol its fineness, 

Ductility, diversity, unconfinedness. 

What prate they of, when every tale's 

beginning, 185 

However various, heralds church-bells' ringing i 
True, our good friends, the writers problem — 

atical — 
Pugnacious dilettanti, never practical! — 
Strike out in new directions now and then. 
When optimisnf wearies, and the pen 190 

Wobbling redeems a claudicaiing story P \ 

By a sane end, and not the hero's glory. \m^^ J^ v^''-^ 

But 'tis my observation, maids and matrons, — 
Lord knows, ye chiefly are bad writers' 

patrons, — 
Not one so much as leaves the good in quod: 195 
So true to life is ** literature ** by G 



VIII 

He of Verulam* predicates this rede^-r - 

The world suffices not for mankind's need; 

The mind, superior to its dull affairs, 

Unsate to Fable's amoler realm repairs. — 200 

* Lord Bacon. 



20 SATIRES 

But, ah I contracted in prosaic years, 
No more than realm opiparous appears, 
Since fiction now reflects, not builds anew. 
Content to flourish on the things in view: — 
Reflections unreal images at best, 205 

What hinders then to rate our theme non est? 
Thus the wise savant quick expunction brings 
To common, gross and more material things, 
When, lost in metaphysics' winding maze, 
Now doubt, now 'wildering subtlety betrays, 210 
And darker, deeper grows th' abyss profound, 
Where ne'er inquirer yet found solid ground: — 
As stumbling still from postulate away. 
Plain sense recedes and all the light of day. 
When the last doubts of self-existence 
come, 215 

Despairing mind cries, CogitOy ergo sum\ 
Straight re-assured, that tenuous clew guides 

back, 
And the wise master, close to reason's wrack. 
As quibbles burst within his aching brain, 
Consents to deem hiiilself alive again. — 220 
yBut for pure vacuum in entirety, 

/ Nihility and nuUibiety, 

I If thou shouldst search, Cartesian! then 

Y be sped — 

\Lodge forthwith in some popular novelist's head. 



I 
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IX 

Lured by the dusk, as twilight fades away 225 
BatSy moths and beetles, all unseen by day, 
Throng from their haunts — a busy, numerous 

pest I 
Night's brood obtrusive, mischievous at best : — 
These with the dog that vagrant bays the moon , 
The rutting t om-cat, and the fools who 

spoon, 230 

With rats that squeak, debouched from city 

sewers. 
Uneasy ghosts, and battered city — , 
All in their glory then, these rule the hour. 
And own the influence of the sable power. 
Not less as authors sink and arts decay, 235 
With trade ascendant as the orb of day, 
With poets dumb and every muse unkind, 
Crepuscular dimness steals upon the mind; 
And with it comes a various swarming host — 
Insects of thought, and those scatophagous 

most — 240 

Storyists, editors, criticasters, metrists, 
Sketchers, expungers and pan-exegetists. 
Compilers, scholiasts and rifacimenters, 
Twiddlers, twaddlers and reforming stentors, 
Exposers, essayists and — the Lord knows 

what! 245 

The Lord may know them — and the Lord may 

not. 
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In times like ours, in nothing truly great, 
The glorious epoch of the second-rate^ 
These buzzing tnings of crevice and of night, 
Infatuate ears with discords strange delight; 250 
And where they swarm, not distant far is seen 
The teeming dunghill of the magazine. 



X 

Bom of occasion and a transient mood. 
To serious reading but an interlude. 
The print recurrent — with the moon or 
not, 255 

Alike its nature, of one tinsel wrought — 
Stalks through the land, ubiquitous and bold. 
Usurps the prestige that good books should hold, 
And, still relayed bv Letters* hoi^polloi 
With reams of rubbish, shows how Letters* 
die. 260 

Hail, Magazine! of every fool the friend, — 
Of some beginning, and of more the end! 
Crude youth in thee and fpilogueing^ge 
An equal strife in balanced nonsense wage: — 
Jflere doth the damsel — pert incondite 
/ goose I 265 

I Exhale the story and condense the muse; 
^And here the statesman, quadrate and profound. 
Sinks in his depths, the better to expound; 

* Lttttrs ditf i.e., literaturts. 
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One great by office slaughters next a bear, 
And ass's jawbones loom prodigious there; 270 
Old Croesus too dips his auriferous pen. 
And senile drool instructs his fellow-men, — 
Nor spells in vain since, grown o'er-rich — some^ 

hoWy 
He gives to beggars in the highway now. 
But regnant o'er them all, the editor, 275 

His pluralship, sits judge and arbiter: 
Unlike Procrustes in the story old, 
His methods still the selfsame tenor hold — 
Maimed at the top, who chances in his bed 
Leaves there conspicuous for default of 

head. 280 

XI 

Pantologist, hellol What! bend thy brows? 

So much Use majesty the law allows. 

Prepotent tin-god of the inky brood I 

Nay, dost thou hear ? In divers lines full rude 

I mean to write of thee, and tell the times 285 

How pimps abet its literary crimes. 

Ho, Editor I How many lines today 

Were writ for hire ? How many yesterday ? 

When first thou camest upon this mundane 

sphere 
True wit, poetic genius still were here; 290 

But, grown latescent with thy fell advent, 
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Their injured shades scarce flit with thy con* 

sent — 
Securely dead, remembered now no more, 
Since thought defiled first found thy brothel's 

door. 
Through thee print sifts, like sewage through a 
trap, 295 

And what print is, thou art — a thing, good hap! 
Which I have labored somewhat to declare. 

d — d complacent editorial flairl 

What hast thou done for Literature ?— To thee 

1 boldly charge the pen's degeneracy: — 300 
For marketable stuff alon e nasute. 

Thy nose finds hosts that write — and write to suit; 
Write to thy measure, write at any price. 
Like thee obsequious, and at that as nice. 
Thou favor'st much, 'tis plain, the female 
sex,— 305 

God knows! / would not gentle scribblers vex,—: 
But, ah, 'tis known — her conduct makes me weep, 

sir! — 
'Twas woman's advent made hack-writing cheap, 
sir. 

XII 

I love the ladies, whether plain or pretty. 
Young, old, fat, thin, wise, foolish, dull or 
witty,— 310 
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Adore them all! — except the facund k ind, 
Grundies, backbiters, tattlers; those"we find 
Extravagant, mendacious, vain, inconstant. 
Coy, idle, petulant or too remonstrant, 
Deceivers, gill-flirts, dowdies discontented, — 315 
Bad cooks, cross wives, grass-widows, girls ill- 
scented. 

The Caudles, the Lucrezias and the Malaprops, *" 
Dame Potiphars, Poppaeas and — here stops 
The muse to catch her breath! — all female saints 
My bill of exceptions specially attaints; 320 

And last, not least of its few reservations, 
I class smocked editors as abominations. 
Good store there is of these, alasl for print. 
With scores of female critics of weak tint. 
Who well with he-recensionists connive 325 

To keep our bastard literary breed alive. 
Woe to his hardy pen, who durst offend 
With rugged thoughts that forthright words dis- 

pendl 
Whose book reveals the whole house of our 

being. 
And not one corner furbished up for seeing; 330 
Where nature revels in her mightiness, 
And Titans struggling groan with passion's stress! 
Such books were writ of old — are writ no more^ 
Nor may be, save by one who sets no store 
By aught contemporary, — aught inclined 335 
To please the era of the female mind. 



d 
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XIII 



God bless our critics! Thanks to them, we know 
Plain sense and nature are outre and low; 
And led by these, all j)fiQt£|j[£^ens 
Shun thought, like travelers shun plague-spots 
and fens. 340 

Dear phthisic, Sentiment! Fed on pap and air, 
How chaste thou seem'st! to girls and fools, how 

fair! 
And yet thou art full lecherous, though coy, 
A meager wanton flushed with Cyprian joy. 
Thou art not feeling, and thou art not 
thought, 345 

Thou art not passion, and hence good for 

naught, — 
But arch'st th' abyss 'twixt longing and the deed. 
As pouting scruples fiercest ardor breed; — 
And giv'st, in short, cursed spirit of weak dalli- 
ance! 
Our bloodless poetry and our spayed 
romance. 350 

God bless our critics! once again I cry. 
And let the blind, and those unread, ask why. 
Hail! ye — toclepe you by your function, zooks! — 
Pontificating"^ lappers of new boojks! 
Who enters now the at];aiB«uous» lists 355 

By you unauspicated, soon desists: 
Yes! shrunk and palsied by the critic's frown, 

*p9niificmHMg'^ Playiag the infallible pope» if you please. 
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Who writes because he thinks must soon go down; 
Must Dunciad's realm of leveled dulness own, 
And swear, by Sentiment! to leave thought 
alone. 360 

Then adulation starts; and, sure, 'tis sweet 
When currish packs lick one's accepted feet! — 
So critics move — and one displeased, almost 
A pound leave reeking tributes at your post. 

XIV 

Invective palls and diatribes will fail, 365 

Too long continued when a subject's stale. 
The tempting morsel of the Daily Press, 
That wing-heeled Hermes of inquisitiveness, 
Whose sheets, like flies, fresh blown with every 

hour. 
Attest but this — curiosity's power, — 370 

This all untouched I leave to better hands — 
The law should regulate its prying bands — 
But those who love crimes, scandal, lies and blab, 
Might read and profit by the lines of Crabbe,"^ 
My ruder stichs adumbrate but the trend 375 
Of writers false to Letters' aims and end; 
Writers acclaimed, who pander to the age, 
|hilargurous alll — none worth their pander's 

wage. 
Content to follow — who of right should lead. 
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Content to serve — with masters more in need, 380 
Content to please — who best the world can 

teach, 
These hildings but the lesser fleshpots reach: 
Who writes for money, trades — a child can tell 
How other lines of commerce this excel. 
Not that rd rob the laborer of his hire I 385 

Ethereal spirits sustenance require, — 
My theme is motives — Be the purest thine, 
Whose hopes to Letters or the Arts incline! 
High courage, too, since now — to thee denied 
Joy in thy craft, Correggio's* honest pride — 390 
To spurn the base, and keep thine ideal whole. 
Asks the keen vigor of a stoic's soul. 

XV 

With ne'er a **holy bottle " fin my view, 
I've rhymed with fury like Pantagruel's crew; 
And still might rhyme nor half the theme 

exhaust, 395 

Though twenty folios groaned, 'Tis labor lost! — 
No matter! let it fail, — I'll front again 
My half pleased friend's compassionate disdain, 
Which deeper wounds than ever foeman strikes — 
The smile, jest, malice — of the man one 

likes. — 400 

*An allnaioii to the " And I too am » Paint«r" anocdote. 
t IUb»Iias» Book V, Chap, xlir #/ «#/. 
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Perhaps the bitter personal lampoon, 
Thought's aaual cautery, may follow soon; 
But for the present let this serve the turn — 
A general satire meant to scorch, not burn. 
Though singly hostile 'gainst a numerous 

field, 405 

Once up in arms, no odds shall make me yield; 
Still resolute to preach — and practice too, 
I'll strike for classic standards, old and true. 
There are, I know, in Letters' wide domain, 
Good minds, true hearts, that view the times with 

pain; 410 

And learned folk who, scholarly recluse, 
Sigh for a change, — who with disgust refuse 
The novel's curds, the magazine's vile drivel, — 
But, to be vulgar, faith I they're too d — d civil. 
Ay, started in their breeches Laodicean, 415 
Fire scarce could move some to exclaim, "How 

mean!" 
For such a fico — worse than cold who brooks 
This modern pestilence of worthless books! 
Not much they heed who now supinely sleep 
A nation's unrest, ominously deep. 420 

XVI 

Prophetic streakings of a glorious morn 
Our sordid era's evening skies adorn: — 
Lend, Letters! lend a Brahmin caste electa \ 
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A bold ^ynocracyof intellect, 

A fearless Tew, intrepid men of soul 425 

To shine as lodestars to the future's goal I 

Strong to the herd without, the knave within, 

Cornel genius blest, — bright vision! rise and win. 

Control the venal, animate the true, 

Exalt the weak, the stanch confirm anew! 430 

Like Milton proud, like Michaelangelo, 

Be thine the double gift thy worth to know; 

Be thine to know, that what in Greece was done 

Unwisely now the sons of talent shun; 

Be thine t o know, that while the stars shed 

light 435 

Consistent principle redounds in might; 
That ciphers multiplied withouten end 
Are ciphers still, and nothing mar or mend; 
That armed within, and to his plummet true. 
When fools misjudge the wise man strives 

anew; — 440 

That knowledge, genius, truth and virtue rule, 
Though still betimes — ^the world must go to 

school! 
No mouth-piece^ then — that lying cant of slaves, 
Drawn from the lexicon of critic knaves! — 
Whatever thy guerdon, honor or disgrace, 445 
Whatever thy talents. Author! know thy place: 
Of civilization's vital forces, thou 
Must aye be chief while men to reason bow. 
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Weary of books and solitary thought — 

These still mis-read, and that dispent for 

naught — 
ril find my friend, and view the heedless throng, 
And mark if happiness to the herd belong; 
Survey them with the philosophic eye, 5 

With candor, memory and indifPrency, — 
Which reads the volume, not one open page. 
Views the whole species, not a single age, 
Looks down the vista of extended time. 
And finds one hall-mark still in every clime. 10 
Hist'ry in this, the lash in t' other hand. 
In some near busy street I'll take my stand, 
Plant midst the modern Roman and old Greek, 
Or e'en perhaps remoter view-point seek — 
And, as the varied concourse sweeps along, 15 
Spy out what justifies satiric song. 

II 

"Whence come the crowds? Where go they? 

This declare." 
They come from nothing, and they go nowhere — 
Sired by the wind and littered from some cloud. 
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Man's fate holds nothing not to bugs 

allowed : 20 

He, they — **Look out! the car — What, what, my 

friend!" 
Tut! let the trundling box go by — Attend! 
"This way!" Ay, ay — But view it as you will, 
An equal darkness — ''Trolley-cars will kill! 
Fool, leave your prating till we cross the 

street," 25 

Your pardon, madam! Trod I on your feet? 
The crowd's so dense! "Deuce! can't that cab 

get by ? 
Policeman!-^ good! Now talk philosophy." 
Here where this building to the sky projects, 
Filled up with lawyers, doctors, architects — 30 
''Wait till I buy a paper! What's the extra ? 
Odus beat Podus!" Race or prize-fight? — "Ah, 
There goes the editor !" Not your friend, I think ? 
" He was." He nods — Go! buy the man a drink: 
The world still moves by gifts and gains in 

barter — 35 

Then bribe the oracle with a dime or quarter. 
He goes, I sigh — alone resume my way. 
And, soon my corner gained, the world survey. 

Ill 

What art thou ?— where ? — thou indivisible point. 
Insistent present! As I speak, conjoint 40 
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Perhaps already with the past! Each wink 
Of the live eye quick-rolling, ere I think^ 
Or feel, or will, or move — is half reflection; 
Was memory from the second of connection 
That objects take to stand revealed to sense: 45 
How much of thought then hath the present tense? 
'Tis all but retroaction — but review. 
Or long or short, of ideas old or new : 
Thy little life's best consciousness thus Pasty 
Be thine its wisdom and its records vast. 50 

IV 

All change, all flux, renewal, supercession. 
Unequal epochs mar the world's progression. 
Mark where the city spreads her vicious bounds*-* 
Here late a skulking savage made his rounds: 
But stretch thy vision to a thousand years — 55 
Where then the spectacle which now appears ? 
Speak, Babylon! Carthage! Rome that couldst 

destroy! 
Diviner Athens! and anterior Troy! 
But when oblivion's curtain veils the scene 
Where modern lives dance out in tinselled 

sheen, 60 

Say! shall illustrious monuments remain 
To sing our glories from the mould'ring plain ? 
Like Hellas, Ausonia, to renascent art. 
Will Culture's pilgrims to our shrines resort, 
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Glow o'er the arch, the column and the frieze, 65 

And find here Phidias, there Praxiteles ? 

As little as our books, writ for a day, 

Less than our science, incomplete alway, 

Shall modern art escape perdition's maw. 

Its works decadent with the utile flaw. 70 

Night waits our standards of utility, 

Waits all time-service of degeneracy: 

Our age, expunged as Time's swoll'n tide rolls 

back, 
All noble records of a past shall lack! 



These thoughts revolving as I gaze about, 75 
All objects dwindle — sagely now made out. 
Yon massy structure filled with chapman's wares. 
Where Madam Prodigal betimes repairs, 
This, now seen justly, is a hawker's stand. 
Where sharpers cozen and where Jews com- 
mand — 80 
That patient, prudent, parasitic race. 
Soon in hegemony in any place 
Where shoe-strings sell — or gilded balls hang out! 
Their genius, finance — and their game, your rout. 
Rich by addition and multiplication, 85 
Our tradesmen make up half the nation. 
And where they spread, wherever influence 

wield, 
There shortly is the hawker's soul revealed. 



SATIRES 37 

Trade asks but two thoughts to insure success — 
Sell much and cheaply, — but first buy for less : 90 
And close as mortar cleaveth unto bricks, 
To buying and selling ingannation sticks. 

VI 

**How many things there are I do not want!" 
Was once a sage's philosophic vaunt: 
But for his wife, that famous rixatrix, 95 

I'll swear she hankered — say for five or six! 
Nor turned complacent from Athenian wares. 
Set out in windows to increase her cares. 
She gimcracks begging, if he could deny, 
Why, 'sbloodl the man deserved the chamber- 
lye: 100 
Cynic I am and cold profess to be. 
But this concede as woman's enemy. 
Come now, thou eager, pushing, jostling throng! 
Acknow this truth, nor do your censor wrong, 
Is't not sweet bliss to every female heart 105 
To spend, my dears ? To crowd the luring mart. 
And sampling, ogling, giggling, flirting, buying. 
Bear home one bargain, for ten thousand sighing ? 
In short, declare, ye subtle apple-pluckers. 
Whose souls, like Swift's, the trifle cheers and sue* 
cors, 1 10 
Were life worth living sans the dry-goods store. 
That holy mecca where the fair adore ? 
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I muse awhile, then mingle with that crowd, 

And 'fore a window mutter half aloud, — 

Of things obscure and esoteric, none 115 

Disclose less reason than why this is done; 

Artistic instincts sure take strange directions, 

As luxury propagates by new infections; 

Of all quodlibets, this is subtly nice. 

Let logic wrangle — this man's sense defies, 120 

This metaphysics and philosophy jars — 

Why all this prettiness in woman's ? 

One that stood near me moved uneasily, 
Then with a toss burst out impetuously, 
''Shame, shame, sir — odious!" Madam, if you 
please I 125 

Our chaste newspapers show ye clad in these. 
And, bless us! here before my bashful eyes 
That wanton lingerie exhibit lies — 
Thence first / learned it. — Horrified, she fled, 
Nor more replied unasked upon that head. 130 

VII 

I eyed her sharply ere she flounced away. 
And, 'gad! I'll now our modern dame portray. 
The hat too large that towers on her head 
Shows half our flora, with profusion spread; 
Else plumes immense or wings displayed in 
flight, 135 

With sundry bows, and veils, and ribbons dight: 
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The flowers and fruit, and relics ^BlMfTHTf- — 
Are skewered to her hair with many a pin — 
That hair rebellious, still in disarray, 
Falls in her eyes and keeps both hands in 
play. 140 

Pince-nez bestride her olfact, like as not, 
For style more oft than ametropia bought. 
Since fashion's folly pays th' oculist's fee — 
Inclined in defects ornaments to see. 
For her bored ears still jewels rich bespoken, 145 
Our dame scorns not what Greece deemed 

slavery's token. 
I pass the vermeil burgeon of her mouth, 
Which fragrant sweets to divers beaux allow'th. 
And grant white teeth to our dear charming 

nizey, * 

Concern for which keeps hordes of dentists 
busy; 150 

Nor will I sing of that which daily asks 
Washes and powders, creams, enam'ling masks^- 
For which Poppaea kept five hundred asses. 
Nor watched. Til swear, in fewer looking- 
glasses. 
All these conceded lovely in their way, 155 

I sing the bust where soft emotions play, — 
Where softer bubbies, half exposed to sight 
'Neath cobweb waists, lascivious eyes invite; 
Where art enhances and confers protuberance. 
Nor yields chaste curves to nature in exube- 
rance. 160 
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HaO, pads and stays! — In just gradation down. 
That leads to hips, the figure and the gown: 
Viewed in her forward-slanting attitude. 
Her bust in front, behind her hams protrude — 
This, with the waist constricted, gives our 

madam 165 

All curves enticing to the sons of Adam; 
And all good dressers, I am fain to say. 
Those lines voluptuous augment as they may, — 
But how and why, let some one else disclose. 
Who writes for martyrdom in plainer prose. 170 
To bare her arms, she cuts her sleeves in twain — 
Then buys long gloves and covers 'em again. 
But, tut! rU take one peep below, and then 
Hey-pass the scented cherub from my ken: — 
Her skirt too long is held too high for me, 175 
Who ne'er with patience rounded ankles see — 
Thin hose r eticulate^a nd the French high heel. 
Scarce leave philosophy as it ought to feel! 
But, sure, these things, and special features 

nether. 
All studious eyes may con in fitting weather; 180 
Free from all malice, what is here set down 
Is but the common knowledge of the town. 
An one line's false, sweet dames, by all true vows! 
I'll spend my dotage quatorzaining brows; 
Or, if you please, to take a nearer road, 185 
Wax tristful in a groaning palinode. 
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VIII 

I give each man free leave, without obstruction 
To ride his own bubble to destruction; 
And writing general satire, would but show 
An age — not tread on this or that one's toe. 
That age dishonest speeds the rogue's career — 
False are its wares, from poetry to beer: 
Truth, taste and genius absent from our lives, 
Not less the fool and mediocre thrives. 
Perhaps that master of the Sabine farm 195 
Whose wife durst hug him only in a storm — 
Stern Priscus, famous for austerity — 
If now alive to censure luxury. 
Might hale these times, effeminate and vain. 
Back to a decent naturalness again: 200 

But less than Cato who the task assumes 
Him sorrow claims, and fate to failure dooms. 
For me, I cherish not the idle dream. 
Nor dam with straws an Amazonian stream. 
But now and then apt ludification 205 

Better than laws works amelioration. 
Since vice and folly, alike amenable. 
When laughter assails find all coigns untenable: 
By chance strokes aiming thus at public good, 
All satire's moral, rightly understood. 210 

IX 

With brow contracted and disdainful mien, 
A solitary soul, to all alien, 
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As thus I stand invidious lines to con, 
An hoary coxcomb comes me blithely on: — 
Tip-toe advancing o'er the jm(j|^treet, 215 
He damns the Ethiop on yon sprinkler's seat; 
That Ethiop grins, and, straight on vengeance 

bent. 
His wagon gushes half its tank's content — 
Compassion, gods! those patent-leathered pegs, 
And sure two inches of thy trousers' legs, 220 
Are wet — are wet! — Grief only foplings know 
Surveys in horror all the wreck below; 
With speechless tumult views the ruined crease, 
And shoon besprent beneath the dripping knees: 
Half choking, then the splutt'ring curses 

come, 225 

Till laughter shames our petit-maitre dumb. 
With a last menace of his kid-skinned fist. 
He gains the curb; there I attentive list. 
Nor less enjoy for that my face is grave 
The plaint renewed intemperate on the 

pave. 230 

His hat is silk and hides a narrow brow, 
His hair and beard are gray and sparse enow,— 
Yet roves his eye where furbelow and flounce 
Of silken smocks from luring ankles bounce. 
His hands are both employed — in one's a 

cane, 235 

T'other an herbal firebrand doth contain, 
Which now and again betwixt his teeth 
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He plants to puflF his nose beneath; 
Whether for smell or whether for taste, 
Is still a mystery to all who waste 240 

That goodly sum which every year 
In smoke oblates to a habit dear. 
I hear the old fop in silence, and soon 
He turns — ^to vanish in the first saloon. 
All levity, vanity — showy and bold, 245 

The street abounds with him, young and old, — 
Built on his plan are ten thousand more. 
Here, there, everywhere — behind and before. 
Surcharged with energy, lacking not wit, 
For gymnastic feats are modern men fit; 250 
But in solid worth and in steady zeal. 
Not oft their forbears' breed reveal. 
A thousand more motions in a day 
They make, God wot! In a faster way 
Move round the same circle that bothered their 
sires, 255 

Climb the same hill of vain hopes and desires; 
And when they.calm down and sum up their gains. 
As then, for their labors but dying remains: 
Few like their fathers to senescence last. 
But die the sooner that they live too fast. 260 
Some leave their offspring wealth in overplus — 
Others leave only Morbus Gallicus. 
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O Vanity! cunctipotent in the soul, 
All ruling passions bend to thy control, — 
Power, glory, riches, — all derive their zest 265 
From this — who hath them shines before the rest: 
Our life's but a parade — 'tis for display 
Men toil, men dream, men suffer and betray. 
Who, then, is happy ? — Embryos ne'er conceived. 
And those ere quickening of that curse 

relieved; 270 

Infants born dead; the savage in his wild; 
The uninstructed and spontaneous child; 
Women uncrossed, and uncorrected fools; 
Men wise by nature but untaught by schools; 
Men in their prime who fall without disease; 275 
Youths struck by lightning; sycophants that 

please; 
A Jew exulting in a swindling trade; 
A bride that dies while yet she is a maid; 
A drunkard tippling; heirs that hear the news; 
A glutton dining; rakggl^aaps in the stews; — 280 
The cat, the dog, the robin and the toad. 
And sundry more that travel by their road. 
But honest men may shift, and scholars too. 
And find in life but what Koheleth knew. 

XI 
Who would not laugh yon little man to see, 285 
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Linked with a mountain of pinguiditv. 
Which as it moves the pigmy's gallant arm 
Supports assiduous, and protects from harm ? 
Next to the curb, as custom bids, he walks; 
She swings her reticule, chews gum — and 
talks; 290 

Defiant pride his jumid f ront expands, 
Sets worlds at nauglit and pulls his dewlap's 

bands, 
As, half a-tiptoe, by pandiculation 
He gains a precious iSili Uf elevation; 
Superior she, a frown upon her face, 295 

She prods him now and bids him mend his pace, 

And short and long, scarce meant to keep one 
stride. 

Unequal struggle through the city's tide. 

Custom makes men and times; and by this pen! 

Women make customs, as they unmake 
men. 300 

What bares our heads when maid or matron nods ? 

What gives the wall in streets where 'tis no odds ? 

What arms to girls as nimble as a doe. 

When streets they cross with ne'er a suppler beau ? 

God knows! I don't — But many customs 
more 305 

Have drifted to us from Unreason's shore; 

And dire his fate who sets but one at naught 

Which woman's pride and vanity hath caughtl 

As once, perhaps, when kissing was the vogue, 



« 
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'Twas worse than hanging not to buss and 
pogue. 310 

XII 

Now come fresh troops of damosels and dames — 
Faineants fair whom the matinee claims! 
And laggards of the earlier bevies, too. 
Debouch from stores to join the playhouse crew. 
Where crowds assemble, quoth vfiddic-Swift, 315 
The stage or platform is the proper shift, — 
Howe'er they throng, above men's heads there's 

rooml 
Which hath two meanings, we may well assume. 
But in our theaters, as all must own. 
Both are contemned, neglected or unknown. 320 
Enter that playhouse 1 Look upon our stage, 
Where mimics caper and false passions rage, — 
Long since unbuskined, and with half a sock. 
There's game enow for all inclined to mock. 
The pit well clad where cold decorum rules, 325 
The gallery potent with the voice of fools. 
The middle place that reasons oft the best. 
Not less with feeling than good manners blest — 
These canst thou hear, at matinee and night. 
Huzza the farce with genuine delight; 330 

Do., if incubi from the novelist's brain 
With melodrama fornicate again; 
Do., if variety's circus minor 
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Doth hold the boards with something finer; 
Do., for short skirts, pink tights, bald scenery, 335 
Do., for rich robes on fantoccini—* 
Pardon! they're called on bill-boards actors, 
Though liker dumb*show's wooden factors; — 
Do., for the opera's enervating strains. 
Where ideas sleep while stark mellisonance 
reigns; 340 

Do., for aught else that's vulgar, light or vain. 
Since numbers sway and their applause means 

gain. 
But rarely here comes noble tragedy. 
With master passions ending logically. 
Except when borrowed from hestern^l art, 345 
Which must not less true comedy impart. 
Perhaps reversed if gallery and pit. 
As when the globe huzza'd what Shakespeare 

writ, 
'Twould then appear more just and plain to 

view 
What rules our stage, the many or the few. 350 
Like the fine cypress of wise Phocion's rede. 
Here's blossom, foliage — whence ne'er fruits 

proceed : 
In painted barrenness, imposture here 
Thrives on low things mechanic as its gear; 
Low and as trite as scenes in common life, 355 
With thought less leavened, with rank concepts 

rife. — 
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Indulged to riot by voluptuous minds, 
Which e'er shun meat for Barmecidal viands, 
The play completes what novels well begin, — 
Both leave a hectic's ravages within. 360 

XIII 

Ah, dreaming fool! Vain words lead thought 

astray: 
I see no stage, but distant stand and stay. 
And idly prating with a vacant mind, 
Reflect the times to ink devote and wind, — 
Which well, as arms and emblem, might 

denote 365 

A ph — cadent, 'neath a petticoat. 
None like GranufFo, in Jack Marston's play,'*' ' 
Ape wisdom's ways by having naught to say; 
But the whole world now, ore patuloy 
Draws on the caverns that the winds 

bestow; 370 

And at exhorting, piddling, braying, ranting. 
Expounding, and confounding, and descanting. 
Each takes his turn: — and marry! so will I, — 
Let rhymes uncouth and satires testify. 
Like others, too. Til write to weariness, — 375 
Reader! my own I mean, plus thy distress: 
And whosoe'er escapes, faith! two must drowse — 
My friend, McK s, and his gracious spouse. 

*'*TU Pinaitaitcr; or tlie Fawn" (1606). 
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Him,— my first reader,— her,— my gentler 

guide. 
My books still please, if none they please 

beside: — 380 

And while they win Optissimas regard, 
Light comes the toil which boasts that sweet 

reward! , 
To these, perhaps, one critic I may join. 
Nor look in vain for R — dy*s sparkling line. 
Where just reflections, edged with subtle wit, 385 
Support the truth with sinewy words and fit. 
As for these thoughts, if motley they appear. 
Know, 'tis the world whose hue's reflected here; 
And if too hackneyed, keep but this in 

mind — 
Familiar subjects couch but with that kind. 390 



\ 



KING FUSTIAN —A LAMPOON 



KING FUSTIAN —A LAMPOON 



KING FUSTIAN:— A LAMPOON* 

Who Is King Fustian ? I will tell ye, 

If you will listen on your belly. 

In his own mind and estimation, 

He is both government and nation, 

The People, Senate and the Laws, 5 

If not indeed the great First Cause , 

As some true loyal subjects ween — 

Id esty his friend. The Magazine. 

His Majesty loves stir and bustle. 

And sleights of limb and feats of muscle, 10 

Out-hunts ten Nimrods or Orions, 

Out-brawls a family of O'Briens. — 

O yes! King Fustian's a logomachist 

Half equal to a she-polemicist; 

Anfractuous in his logic, too, 15 

As any witty, pretty shrew — 

But, 'slid I when't came to calling 'Miar", 

My sympathies went to M — . 

'Tis said he doth tergiversate 

In weighty grave affairs of state; 20 

And fulminating great reforms, sirs, 

As often peters out in forms, sirs. 

* This tquib may appear a Uttla iacontiiteiit with Mme of die andior'e 
leMions. It was written, indeed, in obedience to an irresistible 



mpnlse to take advantage of a subject peculiarly rich in its ludicrous 
aq^ects. Originally a satirie epic, derotea to the affairs of a Kingdom 
m iht Furiktr JtU^m, was planned for the rolume under this title; and 
may perhaps yet be worked out if die matarials justifying it continue to 
accumulate. 
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He loves his sword and gilded trappings 

As dearly as his verbal strappings. 

And they most please His Majesty 25 

Who nearest think the same as he. 

''He is a brave man and a soldier, 

And will grow wiser, growing older." 

'UmpI there's a rhyme that hints. What rules 

At forty writes us wise or fools; 30 

As to his soldiership, why marry! 

Humped Crates'^ could that gentry harry, 

Who gave't as philosophy's test of finish 

That we no more should much distinguish 

'Twixt generals and *twixt donkey-drivers — 35 

Except, of course, S — J — survivors. 

"King Fustian's honest! Stop, for shame!" 

Granted! — ten millions are the same. 

''He's a good husband and a father!" 

Is not his butler ? Come! search farther. 40 

"The world concedes King Fustian strong, — 

That's virtue, or I reason wrong." 

What's strength without a double share 

Of wisdom? Milton asks somewhere: 

In the chief-clerkship of a nation 45 

It plainly means but usurpation. 

King Fustian's wisdom not apparent,-^ 

Rather, the lack of it is arrant: 

If merit for a job abound. 

Demerit for that job is found. 50 

t CraUsj^K Cynic philosopher — liYtd about 320 B. C. 
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! 

"Well! we're prosperous — ^that's something." 

To rate a man or men by, nothingl 

King Fustian finding things to hand, 

Plays now the savior of the land; 

Plays cisatlantically, thus, 55 

Kaiser Aeroplethoricus, 

His model and his paragon, 

Round whom the universe doth run: — 

King Fustian does not care one groat 

For our obfuscate Witen' gemot — 60 

Directed in its legislations 

By his diurnal allatrations. 

It comes, assembles, draws its pay. 

And shortly wends upon its way. 

His chief repugnance is tradition, 65 

And by disuse and slow desition 

He'll rid us soon of what's but that — 

Though once the Eagle's habitat. 

And linked with Freedom's institution!^ 

'Tis called, I think, the Constitution. 70 

''There's something in the man, by God! 

The people love him and applaud." 

That's nothing said, and nothing done! 

The people with kickshaws are won: 

They're but the flock of Rabelais, 75 

Where Panurge tricks to prove their way — 

Throw but the leader in the deep. 

And Dingdong drowns with all his sheep! 

Win now the Press, and straight you sway, — 

That's the bell-mutton of the day. 80 



